streets, and there seems no reason why I should not do
so again. If there is little demand for the prostitute
over forty., there is not much more for the over-forty
typist. And I am still a long way from forty yet.
I suppose my story is an unusual one. I was born
of what is called a good family. I have mixed as a
sometimes precarious equal with the right kind of people,
doing the right kind of job and drawing the right kind
of pay. I have the right kind of accent, and if you
were to sit next to me in a theatre I do not imagine you
would take me for a street walker. But I do not flatter
myself, because I am not typical of my calling, that I
don't share something of the character and circumstan-
ces that lie in the past of every prostitute. The prosti-
tute-to-be has generally some kind of insecurity in her
family life. She has a strong vein of laziness, of in-
capacity for saying no, of inability to resist the para-
sitism of others. It seems a cruel paradox that those
very characteristics which go to make her a tart are just
those she must not have if she is to be a successful one.
For the tart who is to be successful must be hard,
hypocritical, orderly in her habits, resolutely intolerant
of any kind of parasitism. I am not a success.
But I am not a failure either. Without much
effort, in dry weather, I can make well over ten pounds
a week. I have clients who ring me up regularly and
save me, for days together, the irk of going out on the
streets. If I were of the type who makes a success, I
should not be content. The more I gained, the more
I should want. I should go out after lunch and stay out
till midnight, bringing in men three, four or five times